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and the lovely Italian towns rising from the moun-
tain, with their domes and towers, and the massive
convents, and here and there a cypress. It was
quite delicious. We came down to a late lunch at
Fraseati, and I went afterwards to the Aldobrandini
Villa for the view from its terraces. Storm-mist
as black as ink covered Rome and all that part of
the Canipagna, but the light on the sea and on the
Tiber, as you caught snatches of it on its way
through the Campagna near the sea, was perfect.
We got back rather late for dinner, and paid a call
afterwards, and then I was really too tired to go
to a party of Germans at the Archaeological Insti-
tute on the Capitol, the Institute to which papa
belonged. This morning we started for St. Peter's
to go up the dome, but arrived too late. It closes
at ten, and I thought it closed at eleven. Then
we took Dicky to the Pantheon and the beautiful
Church of the Minerva, where is Michael Angelo's
" Christ," one of the three representations of Christ
I most like; then to the Capitol. I saw as much
of the statues as the children would let me see,
then I was dragged off to see the famous bronze
wolf. But I saw too the famous Consular Tables
which interested papa so much, the beautifully pre-
served remains of the identical marble tables with
the names of the Consuls which covered the walls
of the portico under the Senate House, and which
are the most authentic Eoman history extant. Then
we lunched at Spilltnann's; but then the rain came
on furiously, and has prevented us from going to
San Clemente, a triple church, pagan at the bottom,